Creative and Literary Works
Bodies so brown they were black, too.
This was time before.
Before you were born.
Their history is never our history.
II.
Before time your youth was tapped like rubber from a tree.
Starved of the rice from your own seeds.
For centuries you were not the owner of your life.
This chain your mother gave you the gold of sacrifice hanging around her neck.
This is your worth
bought back now buried.
Their truth is never our truth.
III.
It has never been a fair fight.
You with a pen in hand. 3
The Western hero with the gun.
What were they so afraid of? You were in the line of fire a line so long it seems infinite.
Your life annihilated another line of lines in the paper in the streets in the lies in the crimes in the fields in the shrines.
IV.
I will light incense for you.
I will pick up your pen.
I will use it as my weapon.
I will carve your memory in my skin.
I will sow the seeds of your story.
Savor your smile like sugar.
Forsaken Ones

For Vietnamese spirits lost at sea
Sun searing salt on lips.
Tongues betray captive in mouths.
No words to will no will to speak.
Souls float an illusive fog
In hulls of skin.
Ribs like reeds fragile as fingers cupping water.
For weeks. For weeks.
You are still. You are silent. You are breath upon breath.
Bones bowing bodies bifurcating.
You is a collective stench a collective stifling.
You long for the smoke of incense broil of charcoal exhaust of motorbikes.
Strands of hair scented with sand.
Remember the smell of safety.
You beg for rain.
Please.
Please. Please.
You pray. You promise. You plead.
The hunger tightening all you crave.
Food.
Family. Freedom.
Clawing you inside.
